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IT’S A FRANTIC PANIC WHEN THE Ae 
CAVE KIDS MEET THE TERRIBLE TYRANT-A-SAURUS! 
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INTERPLANETARY 
INVADER 

"So this is what my son Augie is reading!" 
said Doggie Daddy, as he picked up a book 
from the table. It was titled Clyde Cosmic— 
Space Age, and on the cover was a picture 
of fearless Clyde menaced by a frightful fire- 
breathing creature. 

“Ho ho!" chuckled Daddy. “I wonder if 
my imaginative offspring really believes this 
stuffl”’ 

He was about to put the book down when 
suddenly he heard a shout behind him. 

“Don't move a muscle, Dear Dad! You are 
in dire danger!" yelled Augie. 

“Huh?” said Dear Dad, whirling around. 
Augie was standing in the doorway, a toy 

Popgun in his hand. At that moment he 
pulled the trigger, and a cork flew out, hit- 
ting Doggie Daddy right on the nose! 

“Quch!"' cried Doggie Daddy. 
“Oh, I'm sorry, Dear Father!" cried Augie. 

“| meant to hit that fire-breathing monster 
that was going to carry you off to Mars or 
someplace.” 

“What .. . 2" began Dad, then caught him- 
self, “Oh, yeah, THAT monster! If you hadn't 
come along and scared him off, I'd sure be 
on my way to Mars or someplace! Thanks a 
lot, my dear courageous son!” 

“That's all right, Precious Pater!" said 
Augie, as he ran outside. “Now | have to go 

and fight off some more interplanetary in- 

vaders who want to take over Earth.” 
“Heh heh!" chuckled Doggie Daddy. 

an imagination that son of mine has! 
He locked out of the window. Augie was in 

the back yard huddled in a barrel, with an 
old pot on his head. 

“Prepare for landing!"’ he shouted. ‘‘Acti- 
vate reverse thrust rockets!" and then, to 
‘some imaginary person at his side, he said, 

“| hope the creatures on this planet are 

friendly, Clyde, but keep your superfrazzle 

ray-gun at the ready!" 
Then Doggie Daddy got an idea, “I think | 

will have a little fun with my imaginative 
young son." 

He got an old lamp shade and painted a 
big green eye on it. Then he put it on his 
head and wrapped a blanket around himself 
and he sneaked out through the back door. 

Augie was busy in his barrel, fighting ‘off 

imaginary creatures with his popgun. 

“Zap! Got you!” he cried. That'll teach 
you space monsters to tangle with us brave 
Earthlings, 

Dad thought this was a good time, so he 
crept around the corner of the house on all 
fours and let out a wild screech, 

“Earthlings, go home!" she shrieked, “or 
be destroyed!" 

Augie swung around. his eyes wide with 
astonishment. "Go back, you monster!"’ he 
cried, “Or I'll ZAP you, too!” 

Augie pulled the trigger of the popgun 
but nothing happened. Then he frantically 
threw away the useless weapon and grabbed 
a stick, Whap! Crack! Augie yielded a vicious 

lop right on his father's lampshade! 
“Like | said,” yelled Augie, ‘that'll teach 

you space monsters to tangle with us Earth- 
lings! Now leave! Scram!"* 

Poor, beat Doggie Daddy made a hasty 
retreat into the house, leaving the field to 
his triumphant son. 

Moments later, Augie came running into 
the house. “Dad! Dear Dad!" he shouted. "I 
just clobbered a real, live space monster! | 
really did! And it wasn't an imaginary mon- 
ster, either!" 

"| believe you, strong armed son of mine,” 
replied Doggie Daddy, rubbing his head. 
Then he said to himself, ‘I only wish this 
bump on my head was imaginary!” 
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